THE  TIME   OF  MY  LIFE            211
thousandth, seemed to call for something in the way of special
acknowledgment.
My records showed a baby due on or about March loth, two
others on the 13th. In the absence of any inspiration pointing to a
more appropriate gesture, I decided to charge no fee for attending
my next confinement; then in a burst of enthusiasm enlarged my
decision to include the expense of hospitalization. This would
bring the total cost of my gift to around two hundred dollars.
Of the three probable contestants for this niche in my private
hall of fame, I rather hoped Mrs. Brown, a charming young
woman whose husband worked in a bank, would win; to surprise
them with a cost-free first-born would be a real pleasure. Yet
there was something to be said in favour of Mrs. Black> a miner's
wife, whose husband had already paid me in full for two husky
infants; while Mrs. White, with one under-nourished two-year-
old and a husband chronically indisposed towards a steady job,
was more deserving. Moreover, in her case the actual loss to me
would be less, since the chances of White paying anything at all
were slim.
Shortly after midnight on March gth, Mrs. Brown called me.
She was due next day, and there were the usual indications of
labour's imminence. I took her to the hospital; then, finding she
had made little progress, I went back,to bed. "Lucky girl," I
thought, "there's an agreeable surprise coming to you."
But later that same morning Mrs. White came to the office.
She was not due until the I3th, but unpredictable forces were
interceding for her; evidently there was to be some competition
for my prize. As she was indubitably in labour I sent her to the
hospital. Throughout the day I watched them closely; the race
was running neck and neck, with the Superior and her staff, who
knew my intentions, rooting quietly for Mrs. White, while I still
favoured Mrs, Brown.
That evening while at dinner I was called to the phone. The
Sister was non-committal in her statement as to which was leading,
but her demand was imperative that I come to the delivery room
at once, immediately! At the hospital it was clear from the
Superiors twinkling eyes that Mrs. Brown and I were losing out;
the commotion upstairs made it equally clear there was no time
to waste in inquiries. But why all the giggling? I. wondered, as I
hurriedly scrubbed my hands, slipped on a gown and stepped
into the delivery room in the very nick of time to receive the baby.